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purpose a hundred years ago. They are now a
monumental ruin, clothed with all the profuse
associations of history. It is no Ozymandias of
Egypt, king of kings, whose wrecked shape of
stone and sterile memories we contemplate. We
think rather of the grey and crumbling walls of
an ancient stronghold, reared by the endeavour
of stout hands and faithful, whence in its own
day and generation a band once went forth
against barbarous hordes, to strike a blow for
humanity and truth." l

It is gratifying to find that the same view of
the work of these famous men, and of its relation
to the social necessities of the time, commends
itself to Mr. Lecky, who has since gone diligently
and with a candid mind over the same ground.2
Then where is the literary Jacobin 1

Of course, it is easy enough to fish out a sen-
tence or a short passage here and there which, if
taken by itself, may wear a very sinister looks
and carry the most alarming impressions. Not
many days ago a writer addressed a letter to the
Times which furnishes a specimen of this kind of
controversy. He gave himself the ambiguous

1 Diderot, i. 247.            2 See his vol. vi. 305 et seq.